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WiEtE BOSLE _ D! Stennett.
Let avarice from shore to shore
Her favrite God pursue;
Thy Word, O Lord, we value more
Than India or Peru.
Here mines of lmowleagv love, and joy,
Are opend 10 our smg'ht
The purest guld without alloy,
Aud gems divinely bnght
The- coniteels /of 1~edee]nmg' grace,
These sacred leaves unfold;
And here the saviour's lovely face
Our rapturd eyes behold.
Here, hght desoen:]mg' from above
Directs our doubtful feet:
Here promises of heavily love
Our ardent wishes meet.
Our num'rous griefs are here redrest,
And all our wants s-upp]yd
ought we can ask to make usblest;
Isin this Book deny'd.
For these inestimable gams.
That so enrich the mind;
O may we search with eager pams.
Assurd that we shall

ZondonRdlished by R Miller O3 Fisk Strect. Dootors Grmmians .






o THn
WEW TESTANIENT. DWaus.
Happy the humble soul that takes
And binds the gospel to his heart,
That tastes the love the saviour speaks,
Aud feels the joys his lips impart.
Not Sinais dreadful thunders roll ,
Northere his wrathful lighlniug' shines;
Bat peace to cheer the faimiug‘ soul,
While grace and glory swell the Tines :
Come then, ye lrmnbling souls, with _fov
Accept the freely offerd grace;
The smiling' saviour mourns your stay,
Whilst Jove invites you to his face.
Hark, ye that seek for perfect bliss,
Ye that would walk the heavnly road!
The ghspo] shews where Jesus is,
And leads you to his blest abode.
Lord when to see thy grace displayd,
This sacred volume I peruse,
Send down thy spirit to my aid,
Lest I that EOVPI‘(‘;gD grace refuse.
Oh!draw me with tfly cords of love;
Thy will Il joyfully obey,
Till 1 ascend 16 dwell above,
In realms of everlasting’ dav

Tondor b Ksed by R 2aller 012 Firh SostDocir Commanss .






!
S O LILOQUY.

0 thou allpowerful, hioly, just, and wise
Creator and preserver of the world!
Lok down on me, a poor dejected worm,
Part of thy work;my form thy hand bestowd,
My soul,my being, and my health, thy oifes!
Desert me not,sor leave me to myself
Forlorn, to wander through lifeés dreary waste,
Unshilful where to tread; but let thy light
Condnet me through cach puzzing' labyrinth,
And thwarting stréam, that }]m_pl')ly Y may ‘gain
The blisstul coast! where sorrow mever comes,
Nor pain assaults._Ohtlet thy holy grace
Sit regnant in my breast!subdue the muul\ will, *
And keep the factious powr's in due restraint,
That so,no evil thoughtnor word, nor deed,
May taint my soul! offend thy gracions eye,
And plunge me in the dreadful depths of hell:
But let me move in virtues middIle path,
Nor err to right,or lefi,where danger lies.
And Ol as down the x'ugged road I_puss.
Letme adore thy love, and owvn thy powr;
Iuspire my heart with thunks, and let niy tongue
Euraptard chauut aloud thy sacred praise.

Britith Mag .74

o Published e RLlTes O Fish Sbvsct, Doetors Commeme.






THE SABBATH,
Ere yet the dawn has sireakd the eastern skies,
Fie yet the' lurk has snug her m(\rniug’ lay,
Early, upon that sacred day, arise,
That thon wmayst pass 1t i a pions way;
"Tis not a day in hstlesy sleep to waste,
“Tis not a day, to Tie 1n bed supine,
But'tis a day, by Christiaus 10 be past
Inevry act aud exercise divine! /
“Tis not a day in sauntiing to be past,
In drnukenuess, or, 1o some bad intent,
Bur'niy a day which long as it does Jast,
Should be i holy works entirely spent:
Aday. _which m devotion we should spend, _
A day— 10 do the business of the Lord,
A day — we should m prayr, and reading, end,
A day— wherein onr God should be adord,
Aday__ from evry worldly work, to rest, _
Adav_ to deeds of Holiness assignd,
Aday__ that1s beyond all others blest:

J\nd not a day for iﬂleness,desigﬁd 3
Zonien Biblisked by 2. Wolle. QUL Tk St Doctors Goromers.






- ? P
NMOAES ARK, ..
When Noah, with his favord few,
Was orderd to embark;
Eight human souls, a little crew,
“ Enterd on board the Ark.
Tho' evry part he might secure
‘With bar, or bolt, or pin;
Tomake the preservation sure,
Jehovah shut him in. £
The Waters then might swell their tides,
Aud billows rage and roar;
They could not stave th'assanlted sides,
“ Nor burst the batter'd door.
So souls thatdo in Christ believe,
Quicken'd by vital faith;
Iternal life at once receive,
And never shall see death.
In lis own heart the Christian puts
Neo trust; but builds his hopes
On him that opes, and no man shats,
And shuts, and no man opes.
In Christ his Ark he safely rides,
Not wreckd by Death or Sin:
How is ithe so safe abides?
The Lord has shat him in.

London Pablirhed By R. Mller; OLEFisk Stroct, Jpctore lmmnons.






TEE RAIIVB OW. prawes:
Behold the gay Bow in the sky,
How vivid the colours are seen;
Its ¢lories extended on high,
With purple, and orange, and dreen.
Thro the drops as they fgll the Sun's beams
Refiracted, reflected we view; ::
Asit glows, as it fades, the sweet scenes,
Our wonder, our pleasure renew.
But oh! with what heightend delight
In heavn the bright object I trdce,
‘When by faith I cantemplate the sight,
As the sign of a cov'nant of grace.
‘When over me hangs the thick clond,
Aund darkness with horrors outspread;
Mighty thundrings with lightnings alound,
Roll terribly over my head.
No deluge of wrath shall I fear,
No more can the floods of the deep,
Their billows affrighted nprear,
e globe with destruction_to sweep.
Tho the heavns all on fire be dissolvd,
he elements melting with heat, |
The earth with fierce flames beinvolvd,
Unmovd I these terrors can meet.
That emerald Bow round the throne,
The pledge of his favor 1 see:
Come,welcome, dear Lord,to thine own,
long to be ever with thee.

Zondon Liullished By R. Millor; Ol Fish Stroce, Boctore Commans.






* After this manner erefore proy yo!

Father of all!| we bow to_thee,
Who dwells m_heavn adord;
But present sull thro' all thy works,
T]]:e universal Lord.
All hallowd be thy sacred name,
O'er all the nations known;
Advance the kingdom of thy grace,
And let thy glory come. ™ |
Aograteful homage may we yield,
With hearts 1'831%1:'(1 to_thee;
And as in heavh thy will 1s dome,
On earth so let 1t be.
From day to day we humbly own
The hand that feeds us stll:
Give us our bread, and let us rest
Contented in thy
ur sins and trespasses we own:
O may they be forgivn!
That mercy we to others shew,
We pray the like from heavh.
Our life let still thy grace direct,
From evil gnard our way,
And in temptation's fatal path
Permit us not to stray. Z
For thine the powr,the kingdom thine,
All glory's due to thee:
Thine’ from eternity they were,
And. thine shall ever "be.

Addtsom.
«Zondon Publisked 3y B Millen O Fish Stroct. Doctors lommans.






RETIREMENT

Far from the world, O Loxd, I flee,
From strife and tomult far!

From scenes, where Satan wages stll
His most saccessful war.

The ealm retreat,the silent shade,
With prayr and praise agree:

And seem, by thy sweet bounty made,
For those who follow thee.

There,if thy Spirit touch the soul,
And grace her mean abode:

Oh, with what peace,and joy, and love,
She communes with her God.

There,like the nightingale she pours
Her solitary lays;

Nor asks a witness of her song,
Nor thirflts for human praise.

Author and guardian of my life;
Sweet source of light divine;

And (all harmonious names in one |
My Savior, Thou art mine!

What thanks 1 owe Thee, and what love,

boundless, endless store;

Shall echo thro' the realms above,

When time shall be no more.

LZondon Pablished, 8y R. Millern Old Fisk Stroat, Doctorsr lommaons.






CHRISTMAS MORN.
Awake my soul, your hallelujahs sing
To your omnipotent, your new born king,
Assist ye evry power the lofty theme,
To sound mcessant s almxght_y name,
Letheavn and earth revere the joyous morn,
‘Whereon the Saviour ofthe World was born,
Angels and Seraphs spread hosanna’s round,
Yerolling spheres return the hlissful sonnd:
To conquer sin and break its stubborm chain,
The Son of God becomes the son ofman.
Man (doom'd to miseries thro Adams fall)
He came to save and to redeem us all,
Thy sacred limbs were in a anger laid,
‘While by thy side, an ox,and ass,were fed,
Lord of the warld'thou there didst deign to lie,
To teach weak mortals thy humility.
Almighty Jesus I with bended knee.
My daily thanks and praise do offer thee,
Light on my mind thelamp of heavnly grace,
For ever guide me in the paths of peace,
That when this earthly frame returns t clay.
My soul may fly where reigns eternal day.
Brnsh Mag 1747-
l(n&nmbubk.mﬂuﬂ Sorvet- Doctorw Gowreny .
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10.

NEW YEARS DAY:._  Fewon
While with ceaseless course the sun
Hasted thro' the former year,
Many souls their race have run,
‘Never more to meet us here:
TFixt }m an eternal state,
They have done with all below,
We a litdle longer wait,
Buat how little ~—mone can know.
As the wi.ngecl arrow flies,
Speedily the mark to find;
As the lighning from the skies
Darts, and leaves mo trace behind:
Swiftly thus our fleeting days
Bear us down life's rapid stream;
Upwards, Lord, our spirits raise,
All below is but a dream.
Thanks for mercies past receive, &
Pardon of our sins renew;
Teach us henceforth, how to live
With eternity in view: =
Bless thy word to young and old,
Fill ns with a Saviours love;
And when lifes short tale 1s told,
May we dwell with thee above.

Zondor Budlished 3y K. Miller, Old Bioh Stroct, Doctrrs lommons



-y v:.r:&xﬂ
% np .htt" g YA 2
[ )‘-lv---’l e
) G =2 "’M":;




11.

WINTERS NIGHT. Cowper .

Poor yet industrions,, modest, quiet neat,

Such claim compassion in a night like this,
And have a friend in evry feeling heart.
Warmd, while it lasts, by labour,all day long
They brave the season, and yer find at eve,
11 clad, and fed but sparely, time to cool.
The frugal honsewife trembles when she hights
Her scanty stock of brushwood blazing: clear,
But dying soon like all terrestrial joys.

The few small embers left she norses well:
And, while her mfant race, with outspread hands,
And crowded knees, sit cowrmg’ oer the sparks,
Retires, content to quake, so they be warmd.
The man feels least, as more inmrd than she
To winter, and the cmrrent i his veins

More briskly movd by his severer toil;

Yet he too finds his own distress in theirs.
The taper soon extinguished. which I saw
Dandling” along’ at the cald fmger's end

Jost when the day declind:and the brown loaf
Lodgd on the shelf half eaten without sance

Of savory cheese, or butter, costlier stll:
Sleep seems their only refade: for alas,

Where penmry is felt the thonght is chaind,
Aund sweet colloquial pleasures are bat few!
They live, and live withoar extorted ahms

Fram grudging' hands; but other boast ‘Thave none,
To soothe their honest pride, that scorns to beg,
Nor comfirt else, bat i their mumal love,

Zondon Fablished by R Millen Od Fish Stwet. Doctors lommans
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On Providence. Thomscn.
Thivk ot when all your séanty stores afford,

Is spreadat once upon the sparing board;

‘[ hink not,when worn the homely robe appears,
‘While on the 1oof the howling’ tempest bears:
What further shall this feeble Life sustain
Aund what fhall clothe these shivring Fmbs again.
Say. does not life its nourishment esceed?

Aud the fair body its investing weed ?
Behold!and look away yourlow despair,

See the light tenants of the barren air:

To them nor stores, nor granaries belong,
Nought but the woodland, and the pleasing song;
Yet your kind heavnly Father bends lu's eye

On the least wing that flits along the sky.

To him, they sing when Spring renews the plain ;|
To him, they cry m Winter's pinching Teign; r
Nor is their music, nar their plaiat m vain:

He hears the gay, and the distrefsfal call,

And with mmsparing bonnty fills them all.
Observe the rising lilys snowy grace;

Observe the varions vegerahle race;

They neither tail, nor spin, bat carelels grow:
Yet seehow warm they blush how bnght they Qaw'.
What vegal vestments can with them compare!
What King so shiuing, or what queen so fiir!

If ceaselels fhus the fowls of Leavn he feeds,
If oerthe fields such lneid robes he spreads;
Will he not cave for yon, ye faithleis say! 3
Is he nawise’ or are ye lefs thau they?

Zondon Reblished by R. Miller: Ol Fish Strect. Doctens Cornmans.






13.

THE PRODIGAL. Wkt .

Behold the wretch whose lust and wine
Had wasted his estate,

He begs a share among the swine,
To taste the husks they eat.
die with humger here(he cries|
I starve in “foreign lands;

My fathers house hay large supplies,
‘And bounteous are his hands’.

TIl_go, and with a mournful tongue
Fall down before his face;

Father, I've done thy justice wrong
Nor can deserve thy g¢race-

He said, and hastend to his ‘home,
To seek his father's love;

The father saw the rebel come,
And all his bowels move.

He ran, and fell apon his neck,
Embradd and kassd his son.

The rebels heart with sorrow brake,
For follies he had done.

Take off his clothes of shame and sin,

father gives camman

Dress him in garments white and clean,
With rings adorn his hand.

A day of feasting I ordain,
Let mirth and joy abound:

My son was dead,and lives agaiu,

* Was lost,and now is foumd. i

Lenden Zibbrhed by B. 2iller: Oldd Fork Stroct Doctore Goompmscrss.






THE DEATH
of the -

RIGHTEOUS. Bliiz
= Sl o Sure the last end
Ofthe good man is peace. How calm his exit!
Night-dews fall not more genily on the gromnd,

Nor weary worn- out winds expire so soft.
By unperceivd degrees he wears away ;

Yet,like the sun, seems larger at the setuing g
High in his faith and hopes, look how he reaches
After the prize in view! and, Hke a hird

That's hamperd, struggles hard to get away!
Whilst the glad gates of sight are wide expanded
To let new glories in, the first fair fruits

OF the fasttcoming' Harvest! Then! oh then!

Each carth-bomn joy grows vile, or aisapyears,
Shrusk to a t@ring’ of nought. O how he longs

To have his passport s'l'?m'd, and be dismissd!

'Tis done, and now he’s happy.

London Bublished by B Miller; Old Fisk Stroct Dioctors Cowmons
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DAVID ‘axo GOLIATH Fellowe.

Let no man dread, the youth began,
This haughty mouster of a man;
That, dares all Israels host defy,

His time is come his end is nigh!

And, trosting in Jehovah's might,

Myself will undertake the fight. .
Thou hast not strength, the monarch cries,
Agdainst this man of war to rise!

"nosd to arms, mnknown to war.

Tly bleating flocks have been thy care:

But he in camps his life hath Ted,

To all the toils of batile bred: 5
Beside his strength: _The youth rejams,
Jehovah's pawr brighter shines
‘When great designs his spirit breeds,
And infants dare immortal deeds.

The track of war Tnever trod.

But still have felt th'inspiring God:

For when 1 watch'd my fleecy care,

I slew a lion and a bear,
Which did my fenceless fold mvade,
And in the dnst the monsters laid.
"Twas Israels God that deignd to bless
My youthfnl arm with such success:
Iike one of these the wretch shall bleed,
And wondring' aromes mark the deed._
The monarch hears with glad sarprize,
And to the youth in rapture cries;

Then go to meet him void of fear,

And may thy God indeed be there!

Zendon Ziiblirhed 3y R Millers Old Firks Strect. Dockws Gmumene






PRIDE ¢f BEAUTY. DT Collyer.
Behold the blushing rose
Ilet lovely tints™ display,
queen of evry flowr that blows
Beneath the eye of day!
Yon lily of the, v.ﬂe
Scarce peeping thro' the green,
That folds around her bosom pale,
spires not to be seen.
The same Almighty hand
That decks vmh Eemx the skies,
Makes the Flys painted wings expand.
And the gay mhp Tise.
When tempests threaten loud,
His rays of light he pours,
And forms the rainbow in the cloud,
Dissolving soon in showrs !
And fhall a be van,
Lefs than the lily fair?
Can I so soft a tint obtam,
Or with the rose compare’
The beauty of the mind
Let me” then learn to
Nor boast of features far beneath
The pride of flowrs and flies!
If T am not as fair,
T am as frail as they.
To honour God be all my care,
And that without delay.

London Lubdidhed by R Miller; Old Bk Strost. Dioclory lommons.






The
VILLAGE PREACHER Coldemia.
Near yonder copse, where once the garden smild,
And still where many a garden flowr grows wild,
There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose,
The village preachers modest ion. rose .

Aman he was to all the comntry dear,

And passing rich with forty pounds a year;

Remote from towns he ran his godly race,

Nor eer had changd, nor wishd to change his place;
Unskilful he to fawvn, or seek for powr,

By doctrines fathioned to the varying hour ;

Far other aims his heart had learnd to prize,
More bent to raise the wretched than to rise .
Beside the bed, where parting life was laid, !

And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by wrns dismayd,

The revirend champion stood,”At his controul
Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul ;
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raise,
And his last faltring accents whisperd praise,

At church with meek and unaffected grace,

{lis looks adornd the vemerable place;

T'ruth from his lips prevaild with double sway,

And fools,who came to scoff remaind to priy.

‘The service past, around the pious man,

Vith ready zeal, each honest rustic ran;

Evn childten followd with endearing wile, -
And pluckd his gown, to share the good mans smile,
His ready smile a parents warmth expressd. "
Their welfare pleasd him.and their care distressd.
‘lo them his heart his love his griefs were givn,
But all his serious thoughis had rest in heavn.

Lubloked by R Mlier Old Bk Strect. Doctrre Goremons






THE CRUCIFIXION. D! Stemnete.

"Tis fims]ul —so the Saviour cryd,

Aud m?eklv howd his head and dyd.

“fis finish'd _ ves, the Tace is run,
The battle fnught the victry won.

“Tis hinish'd _ all that heavn decreed,
And all the ancient prophets said,
1s now fulfilld, as was designd,

In me, the Saviour of manland.

"Tis fimsh'd — Aaron now no more
Must stain his robes with purple gore,
The sacred vel is rent in twain,

And  Jewish rites nomore remain,
“Tis finishd __ this my dying' groan
Shall sins of evry kmd atme.

Millions shall be redeemd from death,
By this my last expiring breath .

"Tis finishd _ Lheavu is reconcild,
And oll the powrs of darkness spaild;
Peace, love, and happiness again
Rem.rn and dwell with sinfol men .

"Tis finishd _ let the Joyfal sound

Be heard thro' all the natons round:
"Tis finishd_.let the echo fly -

Thro hearn and hell, thro earth and sky.

Lindrn Lublisted by B Miller Old Biok: Sivect, Do ceore lommeons o






EASTER DAY, M B arbaild.
This day be drateful homage paid,
And “loud Nosannas sung:
Let gladness dwell in evry heart,
And praise on ev’ tong‘\:e.
‘Ten thousand diffrent lips shall join,
To hail this welcome morn, L
Which scatters blessings from. its wings,
To nations yet unborn. i
Jesus the friend of human kind,
With strong compassion movd,
Descended, like a pitying God,
*  To save the souls he lovd.
‘The powrs of darkness leagud in vain,
‘To bind his soul in death;
He shook their kingdom when he fell,
With his expiring breath.
Not long the toils of Hell could keep
The hope of Judahs line;
Corruption never could take hold
On aught so much divine.
And now his conqu'ring chariot wheels
Ascend the lofty slies;
While broke, beneath his powrful cross,
Deaths iron scepire lies.
Exalted high at Gods right hand,
‘The T.ord of all below:
‘Thro him is pard'ning love dispensd,
And boundless blessings flow.

Zondon Lublihod by R Willen Olid Fish Stroct. Doctors Gmmomens .
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THOUGHT ox WAKING. Anonymous.

Sleep by night,and caves by day,
Bear my fleeting life away:
Lo‘mvondpr eaflern skies,

The Sun appears, and bids me rise:

Tells me,-Life is on the wing,
Aud has no returning spring:
Death comes on with steady pace,
And lifes the only day of grace. —
Shining Preacher! happy mo-rmng
Let me take thimportant warmng
Rouse then all my active powrs,
Well improve the coming hours:
Let no trifles lall the day,
(Trifles oft our hearts betray)
Wisdom, Virtue, Knowledge, Truth,
Guide th' enquiries- of my youth.
Wisdom and experience sage, -
Then fhall soothe the cares of age;
These with time [hall never die:
Those will lead to joys on high;
Those the path of life display,
Shining with celeftial day;
Blifsfal path ! with safety trod.,

The end of which is heavn and God .

London Lublished bv 2 Miller Ul Firk Street Doctors. M'?’.
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ADOSTE s
Behold, tond youth that busy-hee;
How swift she flies fiom wwee 1o ree,
Fxtraeting flowiy sweets;
Thus cheevfull all the day shéll voam,
At evening seek her much lovid home,
To treasince all shie meets.
Full well she knows.that winter keen,
Must come 1o blast this painted scene,
With famine on his wine: .
er pradent Iabors find l-u-pr)se;
Nor winters cold, nor want she knows,
Till time renews the spring.
While yonder drone in sunny haunts,
Who just suppiies his present wants,
Nor heeds the pnl-linw hoars;
Soonbleak decembers piercing air,
Shall moek his want of unu-l\' care,
And chill his vital powrs.
Like the dall drone, shall he who throws
Away what providence bestows,
Feel pinching hours of need ;
While they whose care is to inerease,
Find,like the bee,inwinter peace,
And every guod suceeed .

Zinden Bublished &y B 2len OUE Fisk Street, Doctors Commuons .






JOURIEY TO EMILATS,

It happen'd on o solemn  eventide,

Soon after he that was our surety died,

Two bosom fricnes, each pensively inclind,

The seene of all those sorrows left behind,
Sought theiv own village, busied as they went

Iu musings worthy of the great event:

They spake of Tinn they lovd,of him whoselife
The blamelefshad imem'd perpetual strife,
Whase deeds hadleft,in spite of hostile arts, -
A decp memorial graven ol their hearts,
The recolleetion, like a vein of ore.

The firther wae'd,emrichd them still themore;
They thought Tim,and they justly thought him.one
Sent to do more thanhe appeard thave done;
T’exalt_a people, and to place them high
Above all élse, anil wonder'd he should die.
Tre yet they hronght (heir joumrney toan end,
A stranger join'd them, conrteons as afriend.
And aslk'd them with a kind engaging air
What their affliction was, and begg'd a share.,
Inform'd he gatherd up the broken thread,
And. triith aud wisdom gracing all he said,
Explaindillistrated,and seaveh'd so well
The tender theme,on which they chose todwell
That reaching home, the uight.they saidis near,
We st not now be parted, rgjourn here,

The new acquaintance, soon became a guest
And.made 2o weleome at their simple feast
He blefi'd the bread but vanish'd at the word,
And left them both a(clniming:'l"\ms the Loxrd"!
Did not ourhearts feel allhe deign'd to say,
Did they not burn within us by the way?

Zondon Debbiried by R Willer: O Firh Sorect. Docarrs Cmmorss
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A COUNTRY PROSPEGT.
While all thy g‘lories‘() my God!
Thro the creation shine;
Wlhile rocks, and hills.and fertile vales,
Proclaim the hand divine.
O may I view with lumble heart,
The wonders of thy powr;
Displayd alike m wilder scenes,
Asin cach blade and flowr.
But while [ taste thy blefsing‘s,Lord,
And sip the streams below;
O1may my soul be led to thee,
From whence all bleftings flow.
And if such Footsteps of thy love,
Thro this lost world we trace;
How far tranfeendeut are thy works
Throughoat the world of grace,
Just as before yon noontide sun,
The brightest stars are small,
So earthly comforts are but snares,
Till grace has crownd them all.

Sir Rich*Hill.

Zendan Published 8y B Wilken Ol Firh Stroct, Dockrs Grmens






pe . Newtan.
HAY TIME.
The grafs. and flowrs which clothe the field,
And look so green and gay.
Touchd by the scythe, defencelefs yield.
And fall.and fade away:

Fit emblem of our mortal state:
Thus inthe scripture glafs,

The young: the strong:the wise. the great;
May see themselves but grafs.

O! trust not to your fleeting breath,
Nor call your time your own:

Around you see the =cythe of death
Is mowing thousands down.

And you,who hitherto are spard.
Must shortly yield your lives;

Your wisdom is to be prepard,
Before the stroke arrives.

The grafs, when dead.revives no more;
You die to live ug_ruiu;

But oh: if death should prove the door
To everlasting pain.

Lord help us to obey thy eall,
That fi'om our sins set free.

‘When like the grafs our bodies fall,
Our souls may spring to thee.
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SAMUEL.

When T survey this holy child,

With bended knee.and cownit nance mild,
With ¢yes and hands uplift inprayer, -
The approving ray from heaven there.

What that muplies O could Tbe,
Wheneer to God 1 bhend the knee!
Thus fervent, reverent. and meek,
When 1 for heavenly blefsings scek!

But ah!I have a foe within,

No print can shew the power of sin!
This cools my fervour and desires.
This wnbelief and dread inspires .
O for thy boly Spuit, Lord !

This to my prayers shall life afford!
With Samuels faith my soul supply,
Wheneer 1to thy throne draw nigh.
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WITTT S TIND.AY. Watts,
Great was the day, the joy was great,
When the divine disciples met,
Whilst an their heads the Spitit came,
And sat like tongues of cloven flame.

What «n|1~, what miracles he gave!

And powds tokill, and powr to save!
Furnishid theiv fongues with-wond rous words,
Mstead of shields, ad spears, and swords.
Thns avin'd, be sent the champions forth,
From cast to west, from soath to novth;
“Go, mnd assert your Saviow's cause;
‘Gospread the miystry of his crofs.
These weapons of the lioly war,

Of what aliiighty force thay ave,
Tamake o stubborn passions bow,
And lay the prondest rebel low.
Nations, the Jearne d and the rade,
Are by these heavelily arms sabdaed;
While satan rages at his Jofs,

And hates the doctrine of the erofs.
Great King af gracetmy hemrt subdue!
Lwondd be led in trinmph too.
Awilling captive to my Lord,

Aund sing the vietories of his word.
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